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YourPost,M’ Lad 


LOAD OF TRIPE 


Last week when I was coming home 
from school, I saw on a poster on the 
side of a bus “Eat Tripe—it’s non- 
fattening!” I think the school cooks 
have this in mind when they cook our 
dinners! 


Eleanor Davies, 
Liverpool. 


CROCODUCK 

Last year I went to Africa. As I was 
walking along the sand, I found a baby 
crocodile. It did not want to go back to 
the river where it was found so we 


brought it back to England. Its home 
is now a large duck pond. 

Elizabeth Szulc, 

Northampton. 


CHEESE FOR LIFE 


T collect cheese labels. I put the date of 
the day I ate each little cheese on the 
back of the labels, and at the end of the 
year I know how many little cheeses I 
have eaten. Then I write how many 
the total is in a book so that when Tam. 
old I’ will know how many little 
cheeses I have had in my life. 
Karen Sandiford, 
Welwyn. 


LIKE TWIGS 


I am writing to tell you about my pets. 
‘They are Indian stick insects, which 
are a greeny brown colour and look 
just like twigs. They have six legs and 
two feelers. I feed them on privet 
leaves. They lay very small eggs. 
Sometimes, when we get too many of 
them, we give them to the London Zoo, ' 
who are very glad of them for the 
Insect House. 
Carol Spurling, 
London. 


Tee only one comment 10 make—uggh ! 


STORMY WEATHER? 


It is said by country people that if if 

birds nest very high in the trees it is 

going to be a good summer, and a poor 

summer may be expected if they seek 
lower 


shelter down the tree, I'm 


wondering what sort of weather the 
summer will bring, since a blackbird is 
building its nest right inside our 
garden shed! 
Alison Waugh, 
Westhoughton. 
Uh, oh! 1 think PU migrate ! 


Do any of your readers feel as strongly 
as I do about the use of animals in 
experiments ? I feel that it is extremely 
cruel. 
rodents, are pests and many are killed 
anyway—and therefore these are suit- 
able for experiments. But for the higher 
forms of animal life to be used in 
experiments is wasteful and cruel, 


especially an argument as serious as 
section. Whilst people are shocked to thi 
of any animals being used in experiments, 
whether rodents or higher forms of life, they 
‘must also remember that the experiments 
are being done not for fun, but to further 
medical science and relieve suffering—both 
for humans and animals. What do other 
readers think ? 


HELLO, Lady Penelope here! Thank you all very much for 

the wonderful letters that have been pouring in to the 
office! I really wish that | could print them all. Of course, 
you know that those which are printed win ten shillings— 
but they must be original-and not copied from other public- 
ations. Don't forget to list your six favourite features in 
order of preference, and also tell me which feature you 
dislike the most—then | know which things are the most 
popular in LADY PENELOPE. 


WRITE TO: 


LADY PENELOPE, 167 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C.4. 
(Comp.). For a postal reply please enclose a stamped, 
addressed envelope. 


CRUEL EXPERIMENTS CHEWING TUTOR 


My teacher’ is a bad example to the 
classes she teaches. She tells us to set a 
good example to the juniors and yet she 
eats sweets in class. She tells us not to 
be fussy, yet she must have the black- 
board smooth without any chalk marks 
left on it. Iam a very annoyed pupil. 

Patricia Romilly, 

Westcliffe-on-Sea. 


DISGUSTED, OF PECKHAM 
Some of the skirts girls are wearing 
now are a disgrace! Only the other day 
1 saw a girl whose skirt was so short 
that if it had been any shorter, it 
wouldn’t have been worth putting it on, 
T think it’s disgusting, 

Margaret Barney, 

London, S.E.15. 

I hope all short-skirted readers will write 
back in answer to Margaret ! 


GIRA BLEM! 


i a v 


Some animals, for example 


Hazel Tams, 
Stoke-on-Trent. 


There are always two sides to an argument— 


ik 


ri Ras — ai ae 
[7.3.2 fight—you're not going mad (mind you, FAB Club has gone mad 

this week... see page 151). That really is a giraffe, Georgie, doing a little 
window gazing on his way to a new home at Flamingo Park in Yorkshire. 
Apart from licking a few overhead cables, and nearly being knocked over 
by a low bridge, Georgie found his journey uneventful. 


PET PROBLEM 


I have a great problem. I really love 
animals yet I can’t have one. T can’t 
have a dog because the last one got 
killed on a main road. I can’t have a cat 
because it scratches the furniture. 
Mummy hates mice and calls fish 
gawpy. We can’t have a rabbit because 
our garden is too small. We can’t have a 
budgie because they don’t live long 
enough. A horse is out of the question. 
‘That leaves us with a tortoise but he 
sleeps all winter when you want a pet 
most, Is there no answer to it? 
Jacquelyn Elliott, 
Solihull. 


Perhaps one of our readers from Halifax 
‘has the best answer. She has two pet water 
snails—twhich can be kept in a glass full of 
water. Or what about a hamster?” They 
don't take up much room. 


HARD-EARNED 

I get my pocket money according to 
how much washing-up and housework I 
do. T like doing it, but what annoys me 


is that my younger sister gets the same 

pocket money, but she doesn't do 

much to earn it. Do you think this is 
fair? 

Kathryn Whiteley, 

Oulton. 

Perhaps your sister isn’t quite old enough to 

bbe trusted t0 do the jobs that you can. When 

she's a bit older, she'll probably take your 

Jobs over and you'll be able to have a rest! 
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But | needn't ave bothered. | 
TRU 117 VERY SORRY PARKER = 
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TEE HEE, A DUMMY 
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Whilst at the Milidas ranch, Ilya 
investigates the sudden deaths of 
two ranchers and five thoroughbred 
horses. With stable gid Gillian 
Roche, hetakes a look atthe Tepee 
Ranch, owned by Tom Mangold, 
4 Mescalera Indian 


f" 


Z Wiel -TOMGHT 
WHEN YOURE TLIEKED LP 
W BEDS S 
pets ——_—= 
CHECKING THE ROLITE CAREFULLY, ] 


ILLVA RACES GILLIAN BACK TO 
THE MILIDAS RANCH... 


CTE, 


WAPOLEONS 
VOL OID SAY FOL r| 
WERE COMING / al 
i . 


4 © 1966 METRO.GOLOWYN-MAYER 


without whose assistance this feature would not be possible 
7 t 


+2-9O 7macone 
OWEE THERE TONIGHT 
70 TAKE A LOOK 


[MIDNIGHT AND NAPOLEON GTARTS 
HIS LITTLE DIVERSIO! 


PICKING HIMSELF LUP,HE RACES 
ITHROLIGH THE GAP ‘TORN BY" 


TARE MEM, AS MAMI 
AS YOM MELD AND Pid Hd Y 


PLEA 
De 2 ABE THE TRIBE! 
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strange story 
—File No. 92946 . 


the 
Lady 
Penelope's Top Secret dossiers Brandon Estate Chronicle 


9 instalment 


own ‘newspaper’ — The 


—Patsy and Wilf Taylor 
stumble across something 
utterly fantastic in the way 
of scoops. They discover 
that a local 
gardener named Harbin 
and his friend Professor 
Krebner have developed a 


market 


virus that turns ordinary 
plants into giants... 


8 


quickly that one can 
actually see them growing! 


‘kness behind the slatted fence 

of Harbin’s nurseries. They could 
just see each other's eyes... wide and 
round, Beyond them in the night, they 
could still hear the voices of Harbin 
and Professor Krebner as the two men 
got back into their car. 

“I had a feeling it was all too 
to be true,” whispered 
“Growing those huge marrows, 
tomatoes and things.” 

“Krebner said they were going back 
to his laboratory to test his virus on 
some Venus Fly Trap,” said Wilf, 
“Does it really attract insects to its 

it can snap them inside 


“It certainly does,” said Patsy. 
“And looks like Harbin and Krebner 
are going to make the plants so huge 
that they'll be able to trap human 
beings!” 

If Patsy and Wilf had known where 
Krebner’s laboratory was, they'd have 
followed the car. As it was, there was 
nothing for them to do except go 


ais 


home and sneak back to their beds. 
“Pll have a think about all this,” said 
Patsy. “We'll draw up a plan of action 
first thing tomorrow.” 


FIRST thing next morning, the two 

young Taylors were up. They 
didn’t even have to be coaxed out of 
hed. 

It’s just that we've got a lot of 
work to do,” said Patsy off-handedly 
to her astonished Mum. “Newspaper 
work, you know.” 

She and Wilf gulped down their 
breakfasts and got outside into the 
open. Patsy had the half-completed 
second edition of their Brandon 
Estate Chronicle in her pocket. 

“I think this one’s a bit too big to 
handle on our own,” she said to Wilf, 
“It’s our duty as responsible news- 
paper proprietors to enlist th of 
The Borough News.” 

Wilf wasn’t impressed. “I wish you 
wouldn’t use such long words, Patsy. 
D'you mean we ought to tell Ted 
Banks?” 

Patsy nodded icily. They'd already 
made friends down at the local offices 
of The Borough News, and Ted, the 
youngest reporter, was their favourite. 
“Come on—we'll take the bus down 
right away.” 

‘They found Ted Banks drinking 
coffee and looking through the news 
diary for the jobs he had to tackle 
during the day. First in, he was alone 
in the office. 

Patsy came straight to the point. 
“Remember that giant marrows 
business down at Harbin’s nurseries? 
Well, we've been doing a bit of 
sleuthing, and this is what we've 
discovered . . .” 

But when Patsy finished the fantas- 


“You've been dreaming,” he scoffed. 
“Giant Venus Fly Traps? What are 
they going to do with ‘em? Dominate 
the world?” 

“It’s true, Ted!” Patsy was at her 
most indignant. “Honest... we're not 
kidding!” 

‘Ted looked at her whimsically, sat 
down and pulled a large leather-bound 
book from a bookcase behind him, 
“In 1953," he said evenly, “there 
were two papers in this town. There 
was The Borough News, and a rag 
called The Echo—long since gone. 
Well, The Echo boys thought they'd 
have a joke with us...” He flicked 
through the pages of the book and 
pointed to a news clipping headed 
“Flying Saucers land on Marsham 
Moor.” 

“The Echo pretended to ‘leak’ the 
information to one of our boys that 
they'd got a scoop on this flying 
saucers piece. The result was that we 
sent a team of our lads chasing all 
over the moors looking for ‘em. A big 
practical joke at our expense, sec? 
‘There weren't any saucers . . . they'd 
made the whole thing up!” 

Patsy was even more offended than 
ever. “And you think we'd . . .” 
Words failed her. 

“You are our rivals,” reminded the 
grinning young reporter. “Now stop 
messing ime about, and have some 
coffee.” 

Patsy and Wilf declined. They left 
the office, and Ted Banks was still 
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chuckling to himself Jong after the 
door had closed behind them. 


WE'RE going to have to play this 

one alone, Wilf,” said Patsy 
decisively. “And we're going to need 
our bikes. Come on.” 

Within an hour, they were propping 
their cycles against the kerb on the 
out-of-town road that led by Harbin’s 
nurseries. Now Patsy had notebook 
and freshly-sharpened pencils, and 
there was another double page from 
her exercise book waiting at home, all 
headed up for the third edition of 
The Brandon Estate Chronicle. “I 
filled up what was left of the second 
edition with the facts as we know 
them now,” she explained to Wilf. 
“It makes jolly interesting reading 
already, even though I say it myself.” 

“Don’t forget the picture I drew 
of people running away from giant 
Venus Fly Traps,” complained Wilf. 
“That’s what really makes the front 
page look good. But hey, didn’t the 
editor of The Borough News say that 
good journalists never talk about 
yesterday’s news? We ought to be 
thinking about what we're going to 
do next. 

“I have been thinking about ii 
said Patsy testily. “It’s on the cards 
that Krebner comes visiting Harbin 
from time to time. Now, we know 
what his ear looks like, so we just sit 
tight and wait until it appears.” 

“It’s likely to be a jolly long wait,” 
grumbled Wilf . . . and he was right. 

Tt was two-thirty. before the long 
black saloon that belonged to Profes- 
sor Krebner eventually showed up. 
‘The sandwiches and apples from 
Patsy's saddlebag had long since 
disappeared, and the orange squash in 
Wilf’s handlebar holders was distres- 
singly low. 

“There you are,” whispered Patsy. 
“Aren't you glad we didn’t pack up 
and go home? I told you he'd come 
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STOP PRESS 


here in the end! 
‘This time, Krebner didn’t drive 


the office sheds. 

“Here's where we have to be really 
careful,” said Patsy, unhitching one of 
the pla 
handlebar 
about?” 

The road was clear, and she ran 
across to the back of Krebner's empty 
car and stooped down to tie the bottle 
underneath the bumper. “It’s full of 
red ink,” she whispered to Wilf. 
“There's a piece of chewing gum 
stuck over a small hole I punched in 
the side. You've got to give me the 
signal as soon as Krebner appears 
again, and I’ll whip away the chewing 
= 

“So Krebner leaves an easy trail 
for us to follow,” grinned Wilf. “I 
wondered how we were going to track 
his car with our bikes!" 

“Now you know,” said Patsy a bit 
smugly. “I'd have thought it would 
have-been obvious.” She heard Wilf 
mutter something about sisters, but 
she didn’t quite catch what it was... 
At last, Krebner reappeared. Wilf 
xave the signal, Patsy ripped away the 
gum, and the ink began to dribble 
slowly out. Patsy ran across the road 
and sauntered nonchalantly back to 
the bikes. 

“Harbin's with him,” gasped Wilf, 
“We'd better turn our backs and 
pretend to be messing about with your 
saddlebag. Harbin’s seen us before, 
remember.” 

The two men got into the car, and 
it made a three-point turn in the road. 
‘Then the black saloon drove fast in the 
direction from which it had come . .. 
but not without spilling tell-tale 


drops of red ink, that gave off a 
curious sheen as they lay on the 
road... 


PATSY and Wilf had never pedalled 

faster in their lives. They had to, 
in case the ink trail dried up too 
quickly. As it happened, though, 
Patsy had chosen just the right liquid 
to guide her. Even the tiniest spots 
were easily visible. 

“Don’t keep your head down over 
your handlebars,” she said irritably. 
“That's twice you've run into the 
kerb, Wilf. I'll watch the spots... you 


keep your eye on the road ahead.” 

After no more than four miles, the 
tracks turned off down a side-road. 
Half amile after tha 
again—this time up 
lane. 


they turned off 
in unmade farm 


is leads to a house, and nowhere 
said Patsy. “Get off, and we'll 
do the rest on foot. And quiet’s the 
word, all right?” 

They left their bikes in the hedge 
and sneaked up a rise to get a view of a 
lonely house, standing on its own. 
Once there had been a farmyard, but 
there was no farming done there now. 

Patsy pointed. “If we creep down 
through that orchard, we can get 
right round to the back without being 
seen," she said. i 

Before long, the two of them were 
crawling on all fours throtgh the long 
weeds of an overgrown kitchen 
garden towards grimy windows and a 
mouldering back door. Gently, Patsy 
pushed it open, praying that it 
wouldn’t creak. Amazingly, it didn't. 

‘Then a derelict-hallway, a couple of 
cobwebbed pantries, and the main 
part of the house, which was a strange 
contrast. It was perfectly furnished 
and clinically clean. 

“I can hear voices . . . from over 
there.” Patsy was whispering again, 
and clutching Wilf’s arm_ tightly. 
‘There was an ordinary enough door; 
it might have been the door to a living 
room. But when Patsy stooped to look 
through the keyhole, she found herself 
staring into a perfectly equipped 
laboratory, lit by neon lamps, for the 
windows were tightly blanked off. 

Krebner and Harbin were there, 
standing in front of a huge metal box 
more than ten feet high, and as wide 
again. There was a big glass window 
in the front of it, and one of: those 
‘mechanical hand” devices that people 
handling radioactive material use. 
Someone outside can remotely work 
steel arms and claws inside. 

“I can see inside the box!” Patsy 
had a job to keep her excitement 
quiet. “There are trays of plants in 
there . . . yes, and they're those 
Venus Fly Traps Krebner talked 


about. It looks as though he’s working 
some sort of syringe device . . . inject- 
ing that growing virus of his into the 
stems!” 

She turned away from the keyhole, 
as Wilf practically fell over himself to 
take over. “Listen, Wilf, There's only 
one thing to do now. I've got to stay 
here and keep a secret eye on what's 
going on, while you nip back, get your 
bike, and get hold of Ted Banks, Tell 
him anything, but convince him that 
he’s got to get out here and join us 
right away. It's going to be the scoop 
of the age for both The Borough News 
and The Brandon Estate Chronicle . .. 
he’s got to believe you 

Wilf was motioning his sister to 
shut up. “They're talking,” he growl- 
ed. “Listen!” 

Inside the room, Krebner and 
Harbin were watching the effects of 
the virus on the Venus Fly Trap 
plants. It was incredible. The dose had 
been small, but the sinister leaves 
with their capturing spines were 
growing in front of their very eyes. 

“Lucky for us they're safely behind 
steel and four-inch glass.” breathed 
Harbin. “We've got a winner, Kreb- 
ner... a winner.” 

‘The scientist grinned evilly and 
rubbed his hands. “There isn't a 
government in the world we can’t 
blackmail,” he chuckled. “Either they 
pay us... and handsomely . . . or 
we make sure that virus-treated seeds 
are spread all over their agricultural 
land. Anyone fool enough not to heed 
our demands will find his country 
overrun with deadly, man-eating 
giants! 

Outside the door, Wilf straightened 
up and relayed Krebner's words to his 
sister. It all sounded so simple . . . 
yet the most inhuman of plans are 
often simplicity itself. 

“You'd betier get going, Wilf . . . 
and quickly.” Patsy shook his shoul- 
der urgently. 

“Couldn't you go, and I stay?” It 
was typical of Wilf to argue. “I’m—er, 
smaller, and I can hide better than 
you if have to!” 

Patsy glared. “For the umpteenth 
time, I'm the editor, and what I s 
goes,” she growled. “Get going. 

‘They were staring defiantly straight 
to each other's eyes. Perhaps that 
was why neither of them was aware 
of the door beside them opening . . . 
until it was too late! 

Hands clamped down on both their 
shoulders, and Krebner’s foreign 
accent was thick with paralysing 
menace. “So! What have we here? 
Harbin . . . come quickly. I think we 
have an emergency on our hands!” 
TO BE CONTINUED 
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you can choose yourself ! 
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Their ways are outmoded — but boy. are they loaded! 


Ibillie’s 
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71RORYSDALE: 
7WO OREADFUL TRAMPS 


(EAVENS!. =| 
WE MUST GET RID OF THEM — 
fii PHONE THE POLICE. 


WERE WUST CALLING 
ATR ORYSOALE’S BANE 
70 GET ANEW FYEGY 


( worer, WEt 
\ 4 CAR 70 AICE THEM 
NU 


STOR EM! 
= mat 


Tele POLICE HE TREN 
VED AND JETHRO TO JAIL 

WITH THOSE TRAMPS!. 
—— 


WELL, | CANT TELL 
F WHO'S 'WHO..THEF ALL $ 
Be LOO LKE RAMPS 

ge. 72 = 


WELL, H THERE, 
MR. DRYSDALE. 
Wie NEVER FORCE TIS 1S A MIBHITY FINE 
ME! THEV LL REMOVE THEIR )) PLACE YOU FOUND 05:1 
MONEY FROM MY BANK = 5 > 
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WE HAVE 7O 
FIND ONE INA 
PLACE WHERE A 


] PARKER SETS THE AUTOMATIC 
BOSUN IN OPERATION - AND THE 
YACHT HEADS FOR THE OPEN SEA... 


E MY DEDUCTIONS ARE 
CORCECT, MR STEELMAN 
Wil TRY TO BREAK THE 
BANE AT THE CASINO. 
p) | BLT OUR PROBLEM 1S 
WSECOGNMISING HINA 


THE MAN hd 
LOOKING 
FOR. 


THEN YOULL 
FIND Hikt AT THE 
CASINO... HE WENT 

THERE WITH A 
COMAANION 
THOT Y MINLITES. 
AGO. 


LADY PENELOPE 

is trying to trace 
her old enemy, the 
powerful Mr. Steel- 
man, who uses 
Sophisticated girl 


Inn, tondon 


THE CONTINUING STORY OF LADY PENELOPE—WHO APPEARS 


HER LADYSHIP STARES: 
AT THE DESK BLOTTER, 


DEEP IN THOUGHT. 


NOT A SIGN. 
OF YM, MILA 


(TS NIGHTFALL 
WHEN FAB TWO 
OROPS ANCHOR 
IN THE FAMOUS 
HARBOUR. 


TWO HOURS LATER, PARKER HAS GATHERED 
THE LOCALITIES OF HOTELS NAMED MAJESTICA. 


OF 20K 


MIGH STAKES 
TONIGHT, 
PARKER. 


Ey | BY MONIGHT LADY PENELOPE 


FEW WEES MR. 
STEELMAN HAS PULLED 
ORE SOME $41GE 


ROBBER 


eS. | Muss ) 
FIND OUT Wile 
THE PROCEEDS OF Ja 
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IN GERRY ANDERSON’S TV PRODUCTION “THUNDERBIRDS” 
| 


| PENNY SHADES 
| A SECTION OF 

THE BLOTTING 
| PAPER. 


CAREFULLY THE BLOTTER IS EXAMINED AND 


ANOTHER IMPRESSION BECOMES EVIDENT. | 


Yo YES... POSSIBLY THAT 

(S WHERE M2 SIEELMAN 
HAS GONE. LET'S 
HOME, PARKER. WE 


PAVE 7 20 SOME 
ee itaseas 


FAB TWO, HER LADYSHIP'S 
LUXURIOUS YACHT, EMERGES 
FROM ITS SECRET 

HIDING PLACE. 


a 
PARKER DRIVES THE 
ROLLS-ROYCE 70 THE 
HOTEL MAJESTICA... 


MME TE ANE STELLAAAN 
WAS PECISTERED P 


- IS READY. SHE ENTERS THE 
AVIGH CASINO WITH PARKER, 


MY! 9 |p 
I 


PARKER... KEEP YOUR 
EYES OPEN... WE DONT 
KNOW WHO WERE LOOKING 
FOR... BUT WE MUST FIND 
UM BEFORE 17'S TOO 
= Lave 


= 
| a ae er J 


~.. AND FROM A BALCONY, 
MR. STEELMAN, IN COMPLETE 
SAFETY, WATCHES HER: 
LADYSHIP, 


SVUATIONS 


SEED 


12 


| Twas hot and stuffy outside, but it was even hotter and 
stuffier inside. The labyrinth of corridors that leads to 
Tiles'—a new London beat club—was littered with boys 
in chess board slacks and mini-girls in mini-skirts. They 
were waiting for The Who to come on stage. 

Hundreds more queued outside as the top twenty 
flooded on to the street from a loud speaker over the 
club entrance. 

| was hustled along passages forbidden to the fans, 
guided by an impish youth who frolicked in front of me— 
eager and mute. We arrived at the dressing room, 
carpeted, brightly lit and full of officials of the club. One 
solitary Who stood looking at himself in the He 
resembled an unhappy duck-billed platypus. | offered him 
a copy of LADY PENELOPE as a peace offering. He 
accepted it gratefully and introduced himself as Pete 
Townshend. He was joined by the rest of the group— 
Keith Moon, drummer, Roger Daltrey, singer, and John 
Entwistle, bass guitarist. 

Keith Moon, small and dark, was wearing an U.N.C.L.E. 
t-shirt, "My favourite has a bulls-eye on it, made out of 
red, white and blue felt circles," he said, 

Roger Daltrey nervously tweaked at his blond hair in 
the mirror. “We won't let you down,” he said con- 


The Who in action on BBC's magazine programme A Whole Scene Going. 


fidentially. | didn't know what he meant but | was flattered 
by his concern. 

‘A voice announced the group on stage. A final blink 
in the mirror for each Who as he left the dressing room. 
‘Screams and shouts came from the hall. 

The Who's co-manager, Kit Lambert, is a spruce young 
man who speaks in clipped, perfect English." There must be 
about 2,000 people crammed out there," he said casually. 

| manoeuvred myself beside the stage and looked out 
into the audience. Hands waved in vain attempts to grasp 
a Who leg or a lump of Who hair. Pretty girls, with their 
faces contorted in anguish, screamed at the tops of their 
voices. Yet not one member of the group had struck a 
chord—they were too busy avoiding the flaying arms. 

In action Keith Moon reputedly breaks an average of 
four drum sticks a night, Peter Townshend regularly 
smashes his guitar against the amplifiers and has a 
museum of broken ones over his bed. Roger Daltrey 
wiggles about, and invariably turns his back on the 
audience. John Entwistle just plays the music. 

The Who had a hard time making themselves known. 
They have been disappointed, rejected, sneered at and 
snubbed. By sheer persistence they made a break into 
the tough, pop world. They too are tough and pop. 
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"YOUR DRESS 
MLADY.../TS 
GORGEOUS! 


Yes, it's a real “have fun” dress 
because it's in gay, hard-wearing 
Denim. Tops for washability and 
with a stay-smart shape that's just 
right for the fun days and holidays 
ahead. 

So lovely to wear and so easy to 
thake—with mummy's help youcan 
run it up in an evening! 

You have a choice of five exciting 
colours: Turquoise (illustrated), 
Grey, Denim Blue, Denim Pink and 
Summer Tan. 

All you have to do nowis fill in the 
coupon below. Your cut-out will 
come complete with zip, and every- 
thing else you need. Sewing’s easy 
with the illustrated, step-by-step 
instructions. And mummy don't 


FULLY-WASHABLE CREASE-SHEDDING 


DENIM DRESS 


CUT-OUT FROM ONLY 


Just look at the pretty two-tone sailor girl 
outfit pictured here! And what about that 
super matching woven stripe! 


forget that all Liz Barry garments 
have a generous 2° hem, 1” seam 
allowance. 

Thisis yourassignment...send for 
this E.B.B. cut-out TODAY by post- 
ing your coupon NOW. Remember 
Postage and Packing are FREE! 
M'Lady Offer. Simply fill in the 
couponin BLOCK CAPITALS and 
send a crossed postal order or 
‘cheque—made payableto Elizabeth 
Barry Boutique to: M'Lady Offer, 
30 Hanway Street, Oxford Street, 
London, W.1. Please write your 
name and address on the back of 
all cheques and P.O.'s.Closing date 
— July 15th, 1966. So hurry and be 
sure of your first colour choice. 
Offer only available in U.K. 


stu SIZES AND PRICES 

illustrated TURQUOISE OT oe Se BCE 
tenori®| 26 | 30 [32 | a4 | 6 | 38 [40 

price | 21/-| 2i/- | 23/6 | 26/- | a7/-| 29/6 |29/6 | 


en sue 


2nd 
ea pe Name 


Address 


sour 18 


heaters 
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Please send me 
| enclose P.0./Cheque value 


Colour choice 1st 


——— 


YOUR ORDER FORM ' 
! 

I 

r 

i 

1 

! 

! 

ure. | 


Four pioneers set out to explore the unknown... and are now lost in space! 


The Robinsons’ 
space station is 
about to collide 
with a nearby 
1. Craig sets 
try and 
repair it, leaving 
his family with 
the friendly 
Gondas, or so he 
thinks | 


YOU SULLY ve = 700 MAO, DAD, 
GIRL! YOUR MOTHER (LEFT MUM A NOTE. 
WILL BE WORRIED i WEVE MORE CHANCE 


SICK. 


[THE TEMPERATURE INSIDE 
EMOBILE INCREASES. 


— 


THERE (7 /S~\ 
DAD -/ CAN SEE 


THE Si 


JOON A TINY 


FIGURE LEAVES 
THE SPACEMOBILE 


TATION. 
sate 


L/STEN, TAM. 
AS SOON AS WE 
LAND ON THE STATION 
GO STRAIGHT TO THE 
POWER UNIT! 


1966 by Western Publishing Co., Ine 


| LE SAING Tht 
STATION IF Te1Ee12" 
We oF oS. S. 


ALL RIGHT, 
7AM. GRAB YOURSELE 
A MEAT. SUT. WERE 

\ NEARING THAT SUN, 


CRAIG REDUCES SPEED AND 
LEANS FORWARD TO OPERATE 
THE REMOTE CONTROLLED 


CRAIG CLUTCHES HIS 


HAND IN AGONY. 


PATCH ISIV'T WORKING. 
144 HAVE TOGO OUT 


(a 


(OH, DAD... 
Your POOR HAND! 


BA \ A 
Po ULL MAKE 
(7 BACK INSIDE, 
7AM..NOW BE QUICK 
AND GARAGE THE 
SPACEMOBILE 


FROM THE METAL 
BURNT THROUGH May 
GLOVE... YOU'LL HAVE 
70 TACKLE THOSE 
REPAIRS, TAM. 17'S 
UP 70 YOU NOW! 
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Follies and Fancies 


The countryside is dotted with follies . . . strange 
towers, some built for love, some for vanity—others 
built out of sheer craziness! Are any near you? 


At Dallington, Sussex . . . Mad John Fuller's 
Tower. John was so disappointed that he 
couldn’t see the spire of the local church from 
his living-room window that he had a replica 
cone-shaped spire built behind the trees in his 
garden .,. and pretended it was real! 


Near Halifax . . . John Wainhouse’s Folly. He 
owned some dyeworks in the town, but hated 
the smell and smoke from them. So he had a 
high tower built which was linked with his 
factory office by an underground passage. 
Then he could sneak away any time! 


In Llanarthney, Carmarthenshire . . . Sir 

\ William Paxton’s Tower. A candidate for the 

\\ county elections in 1802, Sir William was 

(_ i determined to win, so as bribery he spent £15,690 

rane buying thousands of breakfasts, suppers, dinners 

<j “bw Uy and bottles of whisky for the local folk. Even so, he 
Abs lost—so he built a tower to console himself! 


@ SUMMER MAD 


HAS the season gone to your head ? 
Do your friends wonder if you have > 
spent too much time in the sun? 


Does your mum anxiously take your * No, that isn’t a FAB 
temperature? end, Y agent in disguise! As a 
Then . . . you've caught a touch of i) on the eg, matter of fact, it’s a 


summer madness. That crazy, heady, J Weck toil & mete cup aruee 

feeling that puts roses in your cheeks te? 

and a wild look in your eye, : Bre, news stage cone ae 
Time'to match your mood with some Sa chers (or shoul 1g?) 


through Birmingham 


mad-cap fashion ideas, It means... 
streets on the way 


making a. carrier bag out of iwo 


medium-sized Union Jack flags (from S po idoi his act! 
toy shops) sewn together on three a FACE-SAVING! 

sides—and having an extra flag to use Two Russians took part ina face- 
asa head scarf! It means twisting fake slapping contest in 1931. After 30 
flowers round the straps of your open Som, hours, the contest was declared a 


sandals (model girls in Paris are doing Leet 

this!), i 
Another mad-cap idea: wearing an 

old-fashioned ‘grandpa’ pocket watch 

++.ofa chain round your neck! 
Raving mad idea from America 

college girls are painting their legs 

with eye make-up and indelible water- 

colours. Amusing, yes. But FAB Club, 

isn't recommending it! 


‘Denise Macdonald, Josephine Hill, 
Barnsley. Walsall 


‘Linda Cadd, Denise Higgins, 

London. Wednesbury. 
HANDY! At the turn of the century, Johann 
Huslinger walked the 871 miles from Vienna to 
Paris—on his hands! 


TIGHT SPOT! Jean Gravelet, greatest tightrope 
walker of all time, crossed the Niagara Falls 
inch rope, over a hundred years ago. 


PRIZEWINNERS! 


There's nothing crazy about this news for ten 
readers who have won a super shirt shift by 
DUPREZ ET CIE in the NAME THE COWBOY 
COMPETITION in issue 14 of LADY PENELOPE! 
The correct solution was EF AB D C. In selecting the 
winners, the judges also took into consideration age, 
neatness and originality of sentence completion. 
The winners are: Linda Salmon, Plymouth; Susan 
Taylor, Sapcote; Lesley Maiden, Oldham; Geraldine 
Lyons, York; Jane Bruce, Glasgow; Ann Marshall, 
Billingham-on-Tees; Christine Sutherland, Gareloch- 
head ; Janice Paget, London; Patricia Tay, Birmingham 
and Alison Renney, Galashiels. 


1d., 167/170, Fleet Street, London, E.C.4., England, in co-operation with A.P. Films (Merchandising) Ltd., London Coliseum, St. Martins Lane, London, W.C.2., England, 
‘and printed in England by Eric Bemrose Ltd., Long Lane, Liverpool, 9. © 1966 City Magazines Ltd. and’A.P. Films (Merchandising) Lid. a 


FASHION 


CULT fF 


SHORTY — 
SHIFT 2 


Boe Debsons, 
LUCKY GIRL for summer! The 
skirt is specially made three inches 
shorter than usual for the fashion | 
conscious! And the matching handy 
shoulder-bag is included. In colours y 
brown, peacock, red or navy—all 
with white checks—it costs from 
approximately 49/6. 
‘The dress sizes go up to 38 in... 
but don’t forget, if you don’t dig the 
extra shorty skirt, better ask for a size 
larger than your usual dress length— 
because these dresses are deliberately 
cut three inches shorter than normal! 
Stockists for the LUCKY GIRL 
dress include: Sidney Smith, Kings 
Road, Chelsea; Academy Garments 
Ltd., Manchester; H. Hyman Sons Ltd., 
Liverpool; John Banner, Sheffield; 
Sample Shop, 
Brighton; Walters, Birmingham, and 
Goldbergs, Glasgow. 
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i) 


Do not enclose any CORRES- 
PONDENCE, PHOTOGRAPHS 
OR QUERIES with your enti 
Entries which do so will automat 
cally be disqualified. In choosing 
the winners, the judges will also 
take into consideration age, neat- 
ness and originality of sentence 
completion. The Editor's decision 
is final and legally binding and no 
correspondence can be entered 
into, Winners will be notified by 
post within 3 weeks after closing 
date, and their names printed in 
LADY PENELOPE as soon as 
possible, The rules for this com- 
petition are the same as those 
printed in previous issues of 
LADY PENELOPE and a full list of 
them is available from the address 
printed on page two if a self- 
addrossed, ready stamped 
envelope is enclosed. 


REMEMBER 


The LUCKY GIRL 
prize dresses this 
week are cut extra 
short to give them a 
“mod" look. If you 
don't want to wear 
your skirt quite as 
short as model girl 
Denise's, then 
choose a size larger 
than your usual one. 
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* mod dress 
and bag ! 


(OW that the undersea city of Pacifica is rebuilt 
Marina has decided it’s 
y clothes. As the beautiful daughter 
phony, Pacifica’s ruler, she has lots of “royal 
to perform, but she also needs new clothes to 
when relaxing, or when she’s dining ou 
Me of her new outfits are pictured here, lettered 
‘A to E. You have to decide which of these 
jutfits she would be most likely to wear for each of 
the following occasions: 
1. Helping Aphony in his office to attend 
to the affairs of state. 
2, Attending a formal civic banquet and 
grand ball. 
3. Relaxing in the palace gardens. 
4 Supervising the final stages 
rebuilding of Pacifica 
An evening at the water ballet with 
Barinth, followed by supper. 
When you have decided which of the outfits is the 
most appropriate for each of the five different 
occasions, fill in the entry coupon below. For 
example, if you think that outfit E is the best for 
relaxing in, write the letter E in the box alongside 
‘relaxing’—and so on. 
Then neatly write your full name, age and address, 
in not more than ten words complete the 
ce cifica would be an exciting city 
to visit because . . 

Finally, state the size of LUCKY GIRL dress you 
would like if you are one of the first ten winners and 
post your entry to the address on the coupon, to 
arrive NOT LATER than Tuesday, June 14, 1966, 


.-- for this week’s 50 runners-up! 


LADY PENELOPE guarantees there are none of Marina’s jewels 
hidden inside the boxes to be sent to the fifty runners-up in this 
week’s competition . . . just all-milk chocolate gems! Fifty half- 
pound boxes of REWARD chocolates are the prizes! Made by 
Mackintosh’s, REWARD chocolate boxes contain exciting centres 
like Tangerine Joy, Hazel Cup and Strawberry Creme. . . all 
covered with delicious milk chocolate. Mmmm . 
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S45 A.M. ON A NORMAL 
WEEKDAY MORNING.. 


‘NO, DARRIN ~ 11 
GET YOUR COAT FoR 
YOU. 


BUT AT THE OFFICE DARRIN 1S 
ALSO HAVING GECOND THOUGHTS. 


1 GUESS DALEN'S DARRIN, 
RIGHT! FEOM NOW OW Wie YOU PLEASE 
Mk STOP BENS TALKED CONCEWTeRTE! eer aren 
INTO BUYINE THINGS. LARREL IE JOST 
THAT BAM AND 1 HAD 
ALITTLE CIGAGREEMENT,, 
‘Ano NOW. 


NO, LADY, 
You DONT 
UNDERSTAND! 


SOMETIME LATER 


OKAY, 60 MAKE “ESSE | Ba answees 


Ww UP! SEND Hee 
ONE OF THOSE "TAPE- Ferns 
A-MESEAGE” 
THINGS! 
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SAM'S NOSE Moves 
ONCE MORE, AND, 


yw 


JAM'S NOSE TWITCHES. 


Si 


= < 
G. 4 WW 


BUT TEN MINUTES 
LATER HE RETURNS. 


GAY, wee 
YOU EASE LISTEN! 
fhe HOW Di! 
wee 
< 


[reswicnes J 
ON THE TAPE 


The woe 
(BouReHoon ) pw 


(i 
HEARD! 


THAT YOUR WIFE, 
MISTER? NO WONDER 


TTA 
TOTHAT LADY ANY A 
omen way) 2 
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THE FULL STORY . .. HOW THE MYSTERIOUS AND BEAUTIFUL MARINA MAY NEVER SPEAK AGAIN! 


NS 


PACIFICA, APHONY'S GREAT city| |[ALTHOUGH A CITY OF PEACE AND LEARNING) 
F PEACE, HAS BEEN REBUILT. | |IPACIRCA HAS MANY MECHANICAL AIDS. 
WT AN OLD THREAT RETURNS SLEAED = 
HEN MARINA SEES A TITAN, 


[TERROR FISH IN THE AREA (LL UMINATE 


“© WOEO SCREEN. 
ORECT CAMERA TO 
THE APPROACHES 
OF THE CITY, 


P THE EV. SHIP 
| (S SEARCHING FOR 
OUR CITY, FATHER. 


WERE GOING To ATTACK \ 
THEY WOULD HAVE 
E FRED A WUSSILE BY NOW, 
WHAT ARE 


Wwe 7000? Tran © 
[wiz DESTROY OUR 
HOME AGAIN, 


THE TERROR FISH MOVES 
CLOSER...AND THEN TURNS.. 


THERE (3 NO 
DOUBT... PACIFICA 
HAS BEEN REBUILT. 


WE HAVE HEARD 
ARE TRUE. APLONY 
HAS BECOME 
POWERFUL AGAIN. 


| MIGHTY TEUFEL, 
FISH GOD OF TITANICA, 
HELP ME TO DECIDE. 


; WHILE APHONY 
REMAINS AS THE 
CHAMPION OF THE 

UNERWATER RACES, 
MY PLANS FOR COMPLETE 
MA OWE Wie BE 
fy vsecess. 
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